SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
When sun-burnt swimmer, snow-white glancing limb,
And yellow sand unto their eyes grew dim,
Nor did they see their fellow any more.                            455
But when they once again beheld the shore
The wind sung o'er the empty beach and bare,
And by the cliff uprose into the air
A delicate and glittering little cloud,
That seemed some many-coloured sun to shroud;           460
But as the rugged cliff it drew above
The wondering Minyae beheld it move
Westward, toward Lilybaeum and the sun.
>    Then once more was their seaward course begun,
And soon those deadly sands were far astern,                  465
Nor ever after could the heroes learn
If Butes lived or died; but old tales tell
That while the tumbling waves he breasted well,
Venus beheld him, as unseen she drew
From sunny Cyprus to the headland blue                       470
Of Lilybaeum, where her temple is;
She, with a mind his sun-burnt brows to kiss,
E'en as his feet were dropping nigh the beach,
And ere his hand the deadly hands could reach,
Stooped, as the merlin stoops upon the dove,                  475
And snatched him thence to be awhile her love,
Betwixt the golden pillars of her shrine,
That those who pass the JEgades see shine
From high-raised Lilybaeum o'er the sea.
But far away the sea-beat Minyae                                 480
Cast forth the foam, as through the growing night
They laboured ever, having small delight
all empty of that promised bliss,
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